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Crazy Cat Men 


It was Mustaine's idea to recreate the Clash of The Titans tour since 20l6 was the 25th anniversary. To be 
honest, | was on the fence about whether Alice should do it or not. It's not like they needed us. Megadeth, 
Slayer, and Anthrax had enough material to fill an evening. In the end, the four of us decided to do it. It would 
only be fourteen dates over two months. Everybody was doing these milestone and anniversary shows now, so 


why not? 


The first show was going to be in Dallas. Sean and | flew in a week early to go visit Pop and drop Harold off at 
the ranch. Pop and my sister would take care of him while | was away, on the road. 


Mustaine organized a big dinner the night before the first show to kick off the tour. | admit feeling a bit wary. 
| wasn't the same kid | was all that time ago. None of us were. Which explains the big fancy dinner, | guess. But 
| had Sean and Will and Mike with me. And | hung out with Scott lan pretty frequently. He played in the fantasy 


league with me and Mike. 


We walked into the private back room at the restaurant and | saw Mustaine with David, and his new 
bandmates, Kiko and Dirk. I've never met either of them. I've heard Kiko play and the guy is a monster. But 
that was the interesting thing about Mustaine. One of them, anyway. For all his own talent and ego, he always 


found lead guitarists who could play circles around him. | had to admire that about the guy. He had a knack for 
finding talented guys. One practically fell into his lap. 


David sat next to Mustaine and he smiled wide when he noticed us walk in. He stood up and walked right up to 


me. "Jerry!" 

With a warm smile, | held out my hand. "David. Nice to see you again. It's been ." 

David pulled me into a hug and | hesitated for a moment. "NAMM like three years ago." 

"That's right. How are you?" 

He pulled back. "Super excited to do this. l'm so happy you guys are on board." 

"Me, too." | gave him a smile. 

The chicken was a little dry. The conversation on our side of the table lulled. | could tell Will and Sean wanted to 
get the hell out of there. Mike used to be a part of this heavy metal world so he was deep in conversation 
with Kerry King and Tom Araya, 

"Dude, we're gonna bounce," Will said as he leaned into me. 

| nodded as | start to get up. When | looked up, David was approaching again "You guys go ahead. I'll catch up." 
After the two of them left, | sat back down and pushed Will's chair out. 

David sat down. “Sorry, were you leaving, too?" 

"| was going to, but | can stay." 


"No! No, you should go. Sorry that its so boring. He likes to throw these parties and stuff." 


| glanced over at Mustaine, who was holding court with Kiko and Dirk and Frankie Bello and Gary Holt. "It's not 


boring. It's great to see all these guys again 

David smiled. "It's great to see you again" 

| didn't miss that. He was trying to flirt. David always did have that sweet, impish grin | opened my mouth to 
reply, probably in some weird attempt at flirting, myself. My phone saved me. The black screen lit up with a 


photo text from my sister. Harold was curled up, asleep, on Pop's lap while he dozed in his recliner. 


"Is that your dad?" David asked. Then he leaned back, looking kind of sheepish. "Sorry." 


| smiled as | picked up the phone. "H's okay. Yeah, that's Pop and Harold" | unlocked the phone and showed David. 
"I told them they had to send me photos occasionally so | knew my boy was okay.” 


"Harold's adorable!" 

"He's so ugly, he's cute." 

"Nah, he's sweet" David smiled at me. 

"David, trust me. He's not sweet. He's a little asshole. But he's like a tiny person He keeps me good company: 


"I know what you mean, I've got one of those, too." He leaned closer to me as he pulled his phone out of his 


pocket. 
| caught a whiff of his hair and something stirred below. 


"This is Percy. He's a good boy. Keeps me good company," David grinned as he repeated me. He showed me a 


photo of a fluffy grey cat with bright green eyes. 
"He's real pretty," | told him. 


He flipped through several pictures of the cat. | was looking at David in each of them. He looked good. He looked 
happy. 


"have more of yours?" 
fie oe 

"Do you have more pictures of Harold?" 

"Oh! Yeah. Tons more. Embarrassingly tons more." | scrolled through some photos | took of Harold A couple of 
him standing on the kitchen counter, a couple of him stalking a bug or something in the backyard. One of him 
standing on Will's shoulders, one of him crouched down on the hood of the Corvette. 

"Wow! Nice Vette!" 

"Thanks." 

"There are two different kitchens” 


"What? Oh, yeah. One of them is the LA house, one is the house up in Seattle." 


David nodded. "Seattle's one of our stops." 


"Yeah, that was pretty nice of you guys. We appreciate that.” 


tll be fun. We haven't been up there in a while. How much time do you spend there? Maybe we'll have time 


for you to show me .." 


| watched him for a moment. "Yeah, maybe. Um, | don't spend too much time there. I'm mostly in LA these 
days but | like to get up there as often as | can. It's home." 


He nodded again. "Phoenix is home for me. Never thought it would be. But I'm happy there." 
My eyes flicked over to Mustaine. "Aren't you two ..2" 


"Together?" David asked with wide eyes. He shook his head. "Not exactly. Haven't been in years. We, um, we're 
close, but not together. | couldn't .." He trailed off and looked away. 


‘lm sorry," | mumbled. 


‘Its okay. You didn't know. Everybody still thinks that. He kind of likes people to think it. Like we're the old Dave 


and Junior we always were.” 
"| get it" 


"Do you?" David asked, giving me a little smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. "Maybe you could explain it to 


me. 


Our eyes met and there was something sad swimming through David's. | began in a low voice. "Well, he's kind of 


proud and stubborn, right?" 

David chuckled. "You think?" 

| smiled. "So he probably thinks that if people knew you didn't get back together romantically, they'd assume 
its his fault and look down on him or something. Plus the spin that you guys reconciled even the personal 
aspect of your relationship is a feel-good story." | gently nudged his shoulder. "Gives the rest of us some 
hope." 

"What relationship do you hope to reconcile?" 

"Well, | can't, but you know, other people." 


He nodded and looked away. 


| wasn't sure if he went there or | did, but we both seemed to instantly regret it. | touched his arm. "Hey, no 


big deal." 
He nodded as he turned back, giving me a big smile. "lm sorry." 


My phone buzzed again It made me flinch and David chuckled. This time, it was a picture of Pop cradling Harold 
like a baby. | smiled and showed David. 


"So you're not the only one who spoils him. Where are they, by the way?" 
"Oh, at the ranch up in Oklahoma." 

"| figured that." 

"Hey, do you want to .." | mentally slapped myself when | glanced at Mustaine. 
"Get out of here? Love tol" David grinned and popped out of the chair. 

"Oh, um, okay." 

"Wait, that is what you were going to ask, right?" 

"Yeah, but | wasn't sure if | should” 

"| want to." 


Back at the hotel, | brought David up to my room. At first, he merely stood in the center of the floor, looking 
shy. | took two bottles of water from the mini-fridge, which held only water, iced tea, and Coke. 


"I asked them to clean mine out, too," David told me when he took the bottle | offered him. "Pretty sure | don't 


really need to anymore, but you never know." 


With a nod, | replied, "| know what you mean. It's second nature now. Book a hotel room, ask them to empty the 
fridge. Force of habit" 


| was so proud of you when you .." He looked adorably shy again. | knew where he was going. "When you got 
help." 


"Thanks. You were sober on the first tour, weren't you?" | asked as | sat down at the foot of the bed 
David smiled and | could see the pride in his eyes. "Just for about a year." 


"Must have been hell being around all of us." 


"| found some quiet time." He sat down beside me. "We found some quiet time „until you made me scream." 
Now, | was the one feeling shy. "Yes, we did” So one of us finally said it out loud. 

"You remember!" He laughed softly, shaking his head. 

| gave him a playful hurt look, raising an eyebrow. "Of course | remember." 

"Would it be wrong of me to say you ruined me for all other men?" 

| nearly spit out the water | just sipped. "David!" 

He laughed and shook his head again. "It's true! But you probably get that a lot." 

"A lot?" 

"Well, | mean you probably .." 

"What? Sleep around?" | playfully challenged him, smirking as | drank more water. 

"No! Well, back then, maybe." 

"Maybe." 

"But not now?" He asked with a cautious look. 

"No, not now." 

"Oh. Is there someone special?" 

I'm afraid | only share my bed with Harold these days." 

| watched David's hazel eyes flick to the bed behind us. “This is a hotel bed. Does that count?" 

"No, | don't think so." 

"Kind of hoped you'd say that." 

| studied his face for a long time, staring into his eyes. David was sweet and gentle and kind. He had a way of 
putting me at ease. It was the same back then. He was a source of peace and calm in what had been a 
turbulent time, both for his band and mine. "Do you remember the last time we were together?" 


"Of course," He replied as he moved closer to me and lifted his hand to run his fingers through my hair. 


"There was part of me that didn't want to leave you. Ever." 

"I felt the same. But it wasn't in the cards for us then" 

"Probably not" 

"But maybe it is now." 

My hand slid along his jaw and drew him closer. "Maybe," | murmured and gave him a soft kiss. 


David pulled back and looked at me with wide eyes. “But what if our cats don't get along?" 


